





The mft lamentable Tragedy 

And twill doe it without feare or doubt, 

sss^S.. 

Let not thy Nurfe lycwith theeinthy chamber . 

Take thou this viall being then in bed. 

And this diftilhng liquor drinkethouott. 

When prefently through aUthy wnes^nrunne 
A cold and drowfie humour : for no puke _ 

Shall keep his native progreffe, but iurceafe. 

No waraSh, nobreath (baliccftifi^hMlw ft. 

The rofes in thy lips and cheekes (ha 1 fade 
To paly a(hes,thy eyes windowesfall. 

Like death when he (huts up the day of life . 

Each part depriv’d of fupple government. 

Shall (Hffe and ftarkeand cold appeare like death. . 
And in thisborrow’d likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty homes, 

To rowfe thee from thy bed, there art thou dead . 
Then, as the mannerofour countrey is. 

In thv bed robes, uncover d on the Beere, 

Be borne toburiall in thy kindreds grave : 

Thou (halt be borne to that fame ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred ofthe Capnlets lye : 

In the meane time againft thou (halt awake. 

Shall %omeoby my Letters Know out -toft. 

And hither (hall he come t and he and I 
Will watch thy waking : and. that very night 
Shall 'Romes beare thee hence to 

And this (hallfree thee from this prefent (hame, , 

If no inconftant joy nor womanim feare 
Abate thy valour in the aiding it. 

Give meuive me,0 tell me not offeare. 

An. Hold, get you gone, be ftrong and pcofperous 







of Romeo and Juliet. 

In this refolve : He fend a Frier with fp&ed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Jul. Love give me ftrengtb, and ftrength fliall helpe afford. 
Farewell deare father. Exeunt, 

Enter Father Capulet , Mother, Nurfe, and Ser~ 
vingmen , two or three . 

Cap, So many guefts invite as here are writ : 

Sirrah, goe hire me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser . You fliall have none ill fir , for lie try if they can lickc 
their fingers. 

ftp. How canft thou try them fo? 

.SVr.Marriefirkis an ill Cooke that cannot licke hisowne 
fingers therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goes not 'with 
me. 

Cap. Goe begone, we fliall be much unfarniflit for this time : 
what ? is my daughter gone to Frier Laurence ? 

Nnr. I forfboth. 

Cap . Well, he may chance to doc feme good on her, 

A peevifh feK b-wilfd harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nur. See where fhe comes from flirift with merrie looke. 

Cap . How now my head-ftrong , where have you beetle gad- 
ding? 

Jul. W here I have learnt to repent the finne 
Ofdifbbedient oppofition 
To you and your behefts , and am injoin’d 
By holy Laurence to fall proftrate here, 

Tobegge your pardon : pardon I befeech you. 

Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the County, goe tell him of this, 
lie have this knot knit up to morrow morning. 

Jul . I met the youthfull Lord at Laurence Cell* 

And gave him what becommed love I might, 

Notfteppingore the bounds of modefty. 

Cap. Why I am glad ont, this is well, fland up. 

This is as ’t fhould be, let me fee the County : 

I marry, goe I fay and fetch him hither. 

I a Now 




